Leadership University Reprint

Reprinted from First T hings: A Monthl yJournal of Religion and Public Life ¯ June/July1992 ¯ Num ber 24

Letter from Jerusalem

Werner J. Dannhauser

Cop yright (c) 1992 First T hings 24 (June/July1992): 42-48.

T o come to Jerusalemfro mParis, or even T el Aviv, is to succumb to the uncanny feeling that one has left the center of the West, or even its peripher y, and delved into what used to be called the mysterious East.

In part this is o wing to the bar of the So nesta Hotel, where

I’mstaying, while attending a wor kshop on Maimo nides and

Levinas. Good martinis are hard to find in the Middle East, so I order a gin and tonic fro ma politelyinscr utable Arab waiter, and begin to feel a bit like an official of the British

E mpire in India or so me other colonial o utpost. Hawkish b y nature, I like the feeling; Jewish b ythe grace of God, I distrust it. M ychildish delight does not justify the sentiment, but mydisdain for it does not render it ludicrous:

Jerusalemretains traces o f the British Mandate that ended in

1948. A few streets, so me buildings, and at least one neighborhood, Rehavia, hold on to little hints of E ngland. It is not all that hard to find people who remember the British rule over Palestine. One even co mes across Jerusalem Jews who look back nostalgicallyon the years before the Jewish state existed. M yfather -in-law is among them.

He and other Jews assigned to the amorphous categor yo f

"observant" do far more to make Jerusalemexotic than the remnants o f colonialism, or Arabs who keep their o wn counsel in front of Jews. T heyguarantee high-wire tension of a kind we Americans no longer kno w well. So me day there will be peace between Arabs and Jews in Israel-or so one prays and hopes. But the conflict about God amo ng

Jews will still remain, and may even flare up more strongly once Israel finds itself less endangered, less vulnerable to external threats-or so one fears.

2.

A pheno menology of the religio uslyexotic in Jerusalem ought to begin with the headgear of observant Jews. I am not poet enough to do justice to the theme, nor empirically gifted enough to kno w ho wmanyJewish males regularly keep their heads co vered, but myunscientific sur veyleads me to conclude that so mewhat more than half ( more than in the rest of Israel) wear the skull caps called kippot in

Hebrew(kno wn as yarmulkes in Yiddish) -or their equivalents. T he equivalents themselves tell quite a stor y, ranging as they do fro mso mber black hats to a fur contraption called a straymel which reminds one of the

Russian nobility in wintertime or even no wand then of

Davy Crockett.

T he wearing of skullcaps derives fro mJewish tradition rather than Jewish law, to the limited extent that one can distinguish between them; it is not so mething that is mentioned in the Shulchan Aruch , the authoritative codification of Jewish law. I kno wa few Jews who co nsider themselves Orthodox but decline to wear them and are prepared to discourse learnedlyo n their disregard of the practice. Since no fixed and written law circumscribes the usage, one should not be surprised to learn that theyco me in a wide variety of materials. T heyare usuallyblack and of plain cloth, but an eminent scholar I kno w wears o ne that is brightly colored and embroidered; he is tr ying to make the custo m seem attractive to his yo ung son. T he sizes, too, var ywidely, fro mbeing so small that they cannot be seen fro mthe front, to being so big as to constitute a statement.

T he ways of observant wo men puzzle me even more than the ways of wo men in general. Orthodox wo men are supposed to cut off their hair when they marr y, but there are fewer Orthodox wo men who actually do this than there are men who cover their heads. Cutting off one’s hair, ho wever, is so drastic co mpared to the wearing o f a skullcap that the

"heresy" of not doing so need not be considered an act of defiance. T hose who do shave their heads resort either to wigs o f many colors or to shawls of many kinds. T he wo men all dress modestly, but it is the sort of modesty that turns out to be compatible with flair and even ostentatio n.

Each time I come to Jerusalem, all this teaches me anew that one cannot afford to confuse Orthodoxywith unifor mity.

3.

T he pious Jews of Jerusalem look and act alike only fro m the perspective of co nfir med secularists. For example, it is not even true that all Hasidimwear star k black suits: so me sects appear at the Western Wall (previouslykno wn as the

Wailing Wall) in blue and white striped outfits.

In the HolyCity, I deal mostly with Jews, but the city’s other inhabitants vie with them when it co mes to exotic apparel. Russian and Ar menian Orthodox priests seem to have been transported fro manother place and time; Muslim clerics so metimes look as though they have stepped right out of a Hollywood production; and European tourists gaze reverently at antique str uctures fro munder exaggeratedly wide-brimmed hats. Orientals often appear in "native" garbs, finding Christian sites almost as strange as Jewish ones. Jerusalem is a city in which people dress up for God in asto nishingly different ways. Goethe declared in connectio n with Elective Affinities that nature is ever ywhere the same and hinted that religion is ever ywhere different.

Jerusalemgoes him one better: here religion is different even in the same place.

4.

Here the different faiths differ among each other and the

Jews differ amo ng themselves. It sho ws not only in the clothes theywear but in the food they eat. B ylaw,

Jerusalemhotels ser ve only kosher food, except of course for the Arab hotels, so the newco mer may think that food in the cityis unifor m-unifor mlybad. But the cuisine of

Sephardic Jews, who do not (as yet) o wn any big hotels, is much more spicy and Mediterranean than what we think of as typically Jewish.

Nevertheless, it too is kosher. Secularists think of the enforcement o f dietar ylaws as at least anno ying and at most as an infringement of their rights. One wo nders what

Assistant Secretar yof State Lawrence Eagleburger felt when, during the Gulf War, the King David Hotel here denied himhis custo mar y breakfast of bacon and eggs, but whatever he felt, he elicited the sympathy of a great number of Israeli citizens. Never mind that pork products are available in stores and meat in cream sauce is featured in many thriving restaurants away fro mthe hotels-also shrimp, crabmeat, eel, and other tempting delicacies. T he prevalence of the dietar ylaws does not mean that theyrest o n a

consensus beyond discussion, if only because nothing is beyo nd discussion in this garrulo us land. Disputes abound.

T he prevalence satisfies most observant Jews, and even so me people like me, who approve of being surrounded b y kashruth , of being led to ward the Law, as it were, so that casually having a bite to eat entails obedience to the T orah.

At the same time, it irritates most secularists, and even so me observant Jews like Professor Yeshayahu Leibo witz, who advocates a strict separation of church and state so that a pure faith may prosper. Kashruth in Israel generates both humorous acceptance, as when pork is called b ythe euphemism " white meat," and no small amo unt o f polemics.

T hus a kippah -wearing gover nment official explained to a group of visiting Americans, "If I keep kosher you can still eat at myhouse, but if you don’t, I can’t eat at your s." My friend Brenda, a staunch supporter of Israel, if not of food in

Israel, reported his remarks to me derisively. Peaceable and co wardly, I did not retort that the official had made a good point. E mil J. Fackenheim, the noted theolo gian and a

Refor m rabbi, argued in similar fashion when he stated that he kept a kosher ho usehold so he could be hospitable to observant Jews. B ycontrast, when Fania Scholem, the wido w of Gersho mScholem, is asked where she wo uld like to dine, she is wo nt to reply, with a glint in her eye, "Any place that’s not kosher." In Jerusalem, even meals constitute theologico -political arguments.

5.

M y dear friend Marion Magid of Commentary magazine and I have drinks with an American couple. He too is here to attend a workshop, and they have brought alo ng her mo ther and their son. Both father and son wear skullcaps.

We discuss our several families and ho w when we co me to

Israel we never seem to do justice to cousins residing there.

Naturally, family ties abound between American Jews and

Israelis. So me tangled family relationships are typically

Jewish only in folklore or in the lore of anti-Semitism: I kno w "Jewish mothers," for example, who are Italian

Catholics. But the idea of mishpacha -family-still binds Jews together mightily, more than a hundred years after Nietzsche praised us for the reaso nableness of our marriages. (We’ve learned a lot about adulter y, divorce, and even odder practices since then.) Observant and secular Jews alike are likely to offer a one-word explanation for an o nerous duty or faintly illicit act they undertake; the beneficiar yis mishpacha . We no longer honor our fathers and mother s enough, but we still feel bad about our failure to do so.

6.

Families are never abstract, so let me not write about my mo ther -in-law but rather about Savta (grand mother), which is the way my children address her and what my late wife and I called her after their birth. I tell the Lichts stories about Savta , stories Marion has heard before but lovingly adorns; she kno ws Savta . She is a seventy-odd-year -old wo man, mymother-in-law, frail and tinyalmost beyo nd belief, but also d ynamite. Fanatically Orthodox, she is nevertheless a kind of feminist, a wo man who went against the grain of her surroundings and manyo f her o wn inclinations to secure a secular educatio n for her only daughter, Shoshana, my wife-to-be. So Shoshana learned to love " white meat," left Israel for the United States, and married a Western ignoramus, me. She died of cancer a fe w years later, in 1973, and Savta has never gotten over this, partlyco nvinced that God has punished her for abandoning her daughter to the goyim .

T he storyillustrates a dark side of ultra-Orthodoxy. Savta thinks that mothers of lar ge families should not divulge the number of their children, lest an evil spirit snatch one of thema way. She "kno ws" that a glance at a bottle of wine b y a non-Jewwill desecrate it, and that co nversion does not suffice to make so mebod yreally Jewish ( pace the stor yo f

Ruth and her descendant, King David). She observes the dietaryla ws so scr upulously that she shudders at the ver y idea of eating in a restaurant.

M yfriend Bob, who keeps kosher himself, opposes such rigidity, and seems to oppose it more strongly than I do, for

I see so mething char ming ( may God forgive me my aesthetic heresies) about unbending subser vience to the yo ke of the Law. His opposition reminds me, irrelevantly I think, of the way Social Democrats used to react to Stalinist abominatio ns in my yo uth. Later on, ho wever, thinking back on our conversation, and realizing yet again the intractability of the so-called "religious question" in

Jerusalem, I also speculate on what seems to me the only possible resolution. It lies in the possibility that the

Orthodox will learn to cope with the ultra-Orthodox.

Waiting for that time to co me, to be sure, may be like waiting for the Messiah-steady work.

7.

T he religious scene amo ng Jews is not simply one of unrelieved conflict, but also co mprises areas of har mo ny, as anyo ne kno ws who has ever spent a Sabbath Eve in

Jerusalem. On Fridayafternoon the stores and o ffices empty out as the cafeas fill up. T hen the cafeas emp tyas well, and a hush descends slo wly, so ftly on the city, punctuated b y prayer calls co ming fro mthe minarets; Muslims end their

Sabbath as Jews begin their own. Buses vanish fro mthe streets as pedestrians reappear in festive clothing. T he hush deepens; it beco mes holy. T he air collaborates with twilight to manufacture serenity. T he cityrests and those who do not have intimatio ns of God ’s proximity at least have a deep sense of histor yas they gaze at David ’s city in the dusk. I tell Marion that I believe Jewish histor yis in itself a proof of God, and here, on Sabbath Eve in Jerusalem, she, a skeptic, does not for once mock my words.

8.

Secularists and believers alike revere the Sabbath peace of

Jerusalem. T hat peace involves the absence of public transportation, but as far as I can tell the opposition to that is not making head wayyear b yyear, even amo ng socialists who rightlyobser ve that the unobservant rich can take taxis while the unobservant poor must stick close to ho me. T he

Orthodox have wo n this fight, and I think the mo st intrepid atheist gets a payoff fro mthe Saturdayq uiet that infor ms

Jerusalem.

But the har mony goes only so far. So me tourists co mplain about the difficulty of finding a place to eat on the Sabbath, though there is always the rather char ming YM CA cafearestaurant right in the center of to wn. And while God rested on the seventh day, Jews keep up their quarrels. T he focus of recent disputes has been the mo vies. In Jerusalem, they have traditio nallybeen closed on Fridaynights. T his amounts to a real hardship for many, since Fridayis the one night o f the week not follo wed bya working day, and since

Israelis are passionate moviegoers. T heyenjo ytheir movies even though a considerable part of the screen must be devoted to Hebrewand Arabic subtitles, as well as E nglish ones if the film being sho wn is a European one.

Jerusalemused to confine that enjoyment to six evenings a week, but the secularists have successfully challenged the status quo. T he Cinemateque, an art-film house, remains open on Fridaynights, allegedlybecause its programs have

"intellectual content." So if a pundit can be found to get up and speak for five minutes on, say, co med yas an important genre in American films, the audience can proceed to enjoy

Some Like It Hot .

I love that filmb ut I love the status quo even more. It pains the pious to have the Sabbath violated that way, and it seems to me that their pain exceeds even the pleasure to be derived fro mwatching Marilyn Mo nroe. In a public meeting on the subject of "What Is a Jew?" I voice a plea that the observant and the no nobservant learn to acco mmodate each other. M ymodest proposal that the secularists co me to ter ms with a closed Cinemateque on Fridaynights draws not onlyhoots of derision fro mpart of the audience but a gesture of contempt fro m the attending Mayor of Jerusalem,

T eddyKollek.

9.

I admire T eddyKollek. I may prayfor the peace of

Jerusalem, but he has labored ceaselesslyto secure it.

Moreover, I maytalk a good game of acco mmodation with the ultra-Orthodox, but he must deal with their refusal to budge on almo st anything. I am treated with asto unding delicacyb ymy Israeli family, b ut as part of his job Kollek dailycollides with ultra-Orthodox intransigence and rudeness.

I kno w all that, and in my small way I amevenhanded in my suggestio ns for compro mise. I raise my feeble voice to tell ultra-Orthodox Jews I kno wthat theysimp lymust yield on certain issues, especiallyo n what may be the touchiest issue of them all, defer ment fro mmilitar yser vice.

T he exemption of the ultra-Orthodox came about as a part of a co mpromise engineered byBen-Gurio n at the beginning o f the state’s existence. B yno w, it is enshrined as part of the status quo, but it goes do wn hard with the majority. T he average Israeli’s life includes "univer sal militar y ser vice" as a matter of course, and it offends patriots of all persuasio ns to witness such lar ge-scale exemptio ns. Opponents of Likud find them especially obnoxious.

In an Arab restaurant, I talk to a couple who are forthrightly left-wing; he is a high school teacher, and she practices psychotherap y. We exchange our different and differing opinions peaceably, but the psychologist hovers on the edge of anger when she speaks of the dread of exposing o ne’s children to danger in the ar med services while a greater percentage of Likud voters than left-wing Israelis shirk their duty. I do not kno w the figures but I have no reason to doubt her veracity, and I have no defense of my pious brethren to present.

10.

T he charge does not render my pious brethren speechless, to be sure. So me will shr ug, for theydo not care about preserving the state of Israel, viewing the latter as an abominatio n in the sight of God since it was not ushered in bythe Messiah. A few of my family’s neighbors approve of

Rabbi Hirsch, who went to the Madrid talks to give aid and comfort to the Palestinians and who agrees with the PLO’s fulminations against the Zionist entity.

But my o wn familyrecognizes the legitimacy of the Jewish state. T heymay even think that their co mmunity harbors so me pretenders who should be drafted because theyare not trulypious. I’m not sure, because it is not a topic one can discuss openlywith them, but I suspect that is ho wmy brother-in-law Asher feels, and he is a yeshiva scholar and a mo st articulate man.

Asher fervently believes that the state he reluctantly ackno wled ges exists b yvirtue of God ’s grace and draws its strength fro mobedience to His law. T he observant Jews o f his yeshiva and kindred institutions stud ythat Law, glorify it, explain it to the less learned, transmit it fro mgeneration unto generatio n. T heyalso pray; their stud y is prayer. T hey beseech God to have mercyon His sinful people; they thank

Himdailyfor keeping His covenant with that people even though that people persists in breaching their co venant with

Him. T heyimplore Himto stay His hand. Hence in his view theydo more than ar mies can to preserve the state. One reads in Psalms 20 that "Some tr ust in chariots, and so me in

horses; But we will make mention of the name o f the Lord our God." Asher delicately-he is mo st polite-points to the limits of my faith in not wishing to grant militar y exemptio ns to the ultra-Orthodox. He is right. I do trust a good deal in chariots and horses.

11.

Whenever I visit JerusalemI spend time in Mea Shearim, the mo st famous ultra-Orthodox quarter. M ywife’s family has no wmoved to a so me what "better neighborhood"

(up ward mobility), but Mea Shearimis still the heart’s core of the "hard-core pious." It luxuriates in a myriad number of yeshivas fro mwhich co mes a deafening noise of male voices in stud y, prayer, song. Since I look like what I am, an

American Jew, I amconstantly approached b yblack-coated men oblivious to the summer heat who force on me details of worthycauses demanding of my financial support. I wander into dingyshops and among stalls heaped with fruits and vegetables. Sallo w-looking children dressed for a different climate jostle me and busywo men avert their eyes fro mmine. So me American friends confess to me that they hate co ming here because they feel revulsion and the feeling bothers them. I don’t share their views, being strong on the sentiment that kol yisrael chaverim -all Israel are co mrades. I feel as though I am surrounded b yJews, and I like the feeling.

But I cannot help noticing the slo gans on the walls, in

English for my benefit. In their protest against political

Zionism they regularly co mpare Israel with Nazi Ger many, and theymake my skin crawl.

12.

Ever ysummer in Jerusalem I spend at least o ne Sabbath with my brother -in-la w’s family. T heylive in Unsdorf, an ultra-Orthodox suburb not within walking distance of the do wnto wn hotels, so this Sabbath visit is quite an undertaking. It means that well before sunset o n Friday afternoon, I must check into the Hotel T amir, close to where he lives, and spend the next twenty-fo ur hours there. Fro m sundo wn to sundo wn all the ser vices are shut do wn and the telephones disco nnected. Lights and air -conditioner s in the rooms go on auto matic pilot with the setting o f the sun, and the bathroo ms feature pre-torn toilet paper. On the nightstand between the single beds one find s a faceless head which I first took to be an unusually poor abstract sculpture of Queen Nefertiti. It tur ns out to be a place for married wo men to park their wigs during the night.

Oddlyenough, I do not feel as out of place at the Hotel

T amir as one might think, for the simple reason that most of the guests hail fro mthe United States and Canada, co me like me to visit strictly Sabbath-observing relatives. I hear

English all around me, and the expected noise of children, though the children are more so mberly dressed than mine ever were. I amusually the least observant Jewin the hotel, and each year I realize anew that Orthodoxyis a leading export fro mNorth America to Israel. When I visit my relatives in Unsdorf, it is not unusual for me to be introduced to young neighbors who have emigrated fro m

America. T heylike to reminisce about New York, New

York, that wonderful to wn, but theyare thinking o f the

Jewish enclave of Williamsbur g when I amthinking of the lights of Broad way.

13.

Sabbath at my brother-in-law’s house. I arrive early, so that I can still take the elevator to his spacious fifth-floor apartment. He has go ne off to pray, leaving my sister-in-law to light the candles: wo men’s wor k. After wards, I sit on the balconysavoring the short dusk, breathing air cooled by hills, playing with the yo unger contingent o f Sarah’s eight children. "Manywo men have more," she says when I express appreciation for her labors. Soon the males return ho me fro mtheir prayer s.

T he rituals begin. Asher dons an elegant robe and proceeds to bless his children one b yo ne, covering the heads o f his daughters who have co me of age with a napkin so as to avoid direct physical contact with them.

T he three-ho ur meal is enlivened b ymuch singing. Onlythe men sing, but talking is for ever yone. M y mother-in-law sits next to me, subtlyputting do wn her daughter -in-la w througho ut the meal. On the whole, it is a rather jolly evening. One can talk about anything one talks about at an

American family dinner (at least before post-moder nism hit the scene). In fact, my brother-in-la wdraws me out o n a number of worldlythemes, "honoring" me as a traveler fro m sinful regio ns. He asks as usual ho wI srael strikes me this year, and this year as usual I tell him ho wdisturbed I amb y the nastythings the religious and the nonreligious are saying about each other. He replies, "T heyare both right," and we have a good laugh about that.

Asher is reaso nable in manywa ys, strange to say. He would never spend his Sabbath thro wing rocks at cars driven b y

Jews, though such violence is perpetuated b ypeople he kno ws, possiblyb yso me of his friends. Like ever yone else, he kno ws people who are more extreme than he is. I am reminded of a talk I once had with my uncle (b ymarriage)

Shayeh o f blessed memor y, an extremist b yalmo st any standard who called himself the "foreign minister" of

Neturei Karta, the sect that dominates Mea Shearim. T he

"foreign countr y" he dealt with was Israel. Uncle Shayeh gave me a guided tour of the Western Wall once. I noticed a group of strange and strangely dressed Jews praying fiercely, facing the Wall but standing about fifty feet away fro mit. I asked himwhy theykept such a distance. He told me they feared that the Wall might have shifted over the years, and they did not wish to stand on what might be sacred ground. Uncle Shayeh had contempt for them and

infor med me that if there was anything he hated, it was a fanatic.

A sillystor y, yes, but it has a moral. In this tor mented land the only hope for even an uneasytruce mayhinge on ever yone’s tr ying to deal with and moderate his more extreme co mpatriot.

14.

Sabbath with my T el Aviv friends is a different kettle o f fish. T he lavish meal is likely to include pork and is ser ved on a patio. Up to twenty-five people come in the casual attire that is a trademar k of secular Israel: shorts, jeans, T - shirts. (In Israel I wear a tie onlywhen visiting my relatives.) No candles are lit, no bread is blessed, no wine is sanctified, and no holds are barred during conversation. On this particular occasion so meone mentions the seq uel to

Gone With the Wind , and we wo nder about the amo unt o f sexual explicitness it co ntains. M yrelatives, I amcertain, have never even heard of the original. M y mother-in-law, tr ying to impress me o nce, told me that her son Asher had once read a book byWinston Churchill.

When ever yone is fed and over fed, and after the inevitable political argument ( my friends in T el Aviv are all doves) the evening tur ns musical. T he family and guests are all proficient on various instruments and theyall kno w ho w to sing. Son-in-law Avner not onlyplays the piano but likes to mimic whole operas. Festivities go on until Yael, the wo man o f the house, thro ws ever yone out.

What does all this have to do with Judaism? Sentimentally, I tr yto find connectio ns: the strength o f family life, the welco ming o f a dayof rest, and always in Israel, the ineffable Sabbath atmosp here. Sappily, I succeed in finding a hint o f holiness here, and I note that even at Kibbutz Urim, where I have American friends, and where no synagogue can be found and where pietyis mocked, the Sabbath meals cause me to feel that So meone or at least So mething is being celebrated. And once more I think of Dostoevsky, and do not find entirely crazyhis observation that there are no

Jewish atheists.

15.

Sabbath at the Wester n Wall differs yet again. Actually, I prefer it on weekdays, when more people come to prayand fewer co me to watch others pray. "People" here means mo stly men; the wo men for ma distinct minority, and are segregated fro mthe men, confined to a small, zoned -off portion of the Wall. On those days, I put on phylacteries or let one of the pious Jews in attendance p ut them on me. One easilyfinds such volunteers, who consider it a duty and a privilege to turn bad Jews like me into better ones (tho ugh occasionally, when one is in a hurry, it can be a bit troubleso me to ward off these guardians of the so ul).

Wearing a prayer shawl as well as p hylacteries, I kiss the

Wall and prayalone, or else I join a minyan of nine or more fello w Jews to prayin a group. T hen I agonize about what to give or refuse to the manybeggars in my path, and take a cab back to the world of luxury hotels, dair ybreakfasts, and the Jerusalem Post .

T heysaythe Wall is never without its praying Jews; I ’ve been there at all ho urs and have never been alo ne. But the mass cro wds are confined to "special events" like Sabbaths and holidays, when the press against the Wall is so great it can be hard to find an unoccupied patch of sto ne to touch or kiss. On such days, the Wall is also a meeting place for relatives and fello w to urists. T his past summer I struck up an acquaintance with a yo ung Christian familyfro m

Ger many, co me to do penance in as unobtrusive a wayas possible. I discovered their nationalityonlywhen the mother spoke in Ger man to curb her young son’s boisterousness.

On festive days, I stroll around. T he top of the Wall frames a big square containing Jerusalem’s two great mo sques, the

Do me of the Rock and El Aksah . At the botto mof a path leading there a sign forbids observant Jews to venture onto those forbidden grounds. I ignore it. In recent year s access has been blocked b yIsraeli soldiers on acco unt o f the intifada , but last summer in Jerusalem I once was let through to walk peacefullyamo ng M uslims. T he peace I found came courtesyof the soldiers and policemen ever ywhere in evidence. In Jerusalem, freedo mto worship is secured byguns, mostly submachine guns.

16.

When I ’mat the Wall, it intrigues me endlessly, and when

I’ma wayfro mit, whether in T el Aviv or East Lansing

( where I write these words) it haunts me. Both Jerusalem sunlight and Jerusalem darkness-each unique-have seared my memor yof it. I remember the shape and texture of the stones , the crevices between themcrammed with zettlach , slips of paper with supplications wr itten on them. I remember the urge to peek at tho se messages to Heaven, and myabiding fear of reading God’s mail. Etched on my mind are the soldiers who sit on top of the Wall, and tho se who patrol the plaza belo w, most o f them so ver y yo ung and many of them full o f innocent exuberance. I remember the caverns to the left of the Wall, where the real praying action takes place, with black-garbed men who prayfiercely interspersed with white-garbed Jews who stand rigid, their trance accentuated b ytightlyshut eyes. And I remember the recurring thought I have when I take a last glance backward at the Wall fro mthe sq uare where taxis and buses wait: I gaze at the Wall and think o f Hegel, o f all people, a wise man, though hardlya man enamored of Judaism. He said that the Greeks faced the sea while the Jews looked away fro mit into the desert, and he was right: when one stands b y the Wall it is hard to imagine that the Mediterranean is less than an ho ur awayb ycar. Hegel also said that Judaismwas a peculiarlyabstract religion and he was partlyright again:

the closest thing one finds to a great cathedral is a blank wall.

17.

Autumn is icumen in and the time co mes to leave Jerusalem.

I usuallysplur ge on a cab to T el Aviv. M yfriends Gedon and Yael live near the airport and I like to spend my last night in Israel with them.

T he ride to T el Aviv gives me a final chance to talk to a cabbie, a member of a class that acts as co mic chorus for mo st of us to urists as well as providing us with so me access to the proverbial man in the street. (M yfriend Marion is highly susceptible to the charm o f Israeli cabdrivers, collecting their business cards and apperus in a sort of onewo man Harris Poll.)

M yimpression is that more of themvote for Likud than for

Labor. But on the whole, their position is so me where between the polar opposites I meet in Israel, between my mo ther -in-law, who draws on the quarrel between Jacob and

Esau to analyze current events, and lovelyDalya, distinguished translator of Hebrewliterature into English, who was brought up to revere Marx instead of the Bible;

between my friend Joseph Ben Shlo mo , whose hawkishness turns off most of my other friend s, and Laami , the poet of

Kibbutz Urim, for who mfascis m begins just to the right of her. So me of the cabbies are surprisingly moderate, displaying the Jewish virtue of sechel , also kno wn as horse sense, while others represent that significant pheno menon of all liberal democracies, the man who neither kno ws nor cares.

Most of them live decent and honorable lives, as do most of the people I meet in Israel. T he people of Israel lives. It is easyfor me to forget that in the midst o f the daily spectacle of Jews at each others’ throats about matters both trivial and profound, but mostlyabout profound matters like God, and it is easyto forget it too amid st dailyreports in Israel’s selfcritical press of strikes and graft, silliness in the Knesset, the latest terrorist attack, and the crisis just ahead at the latest international conference. But then I think, again and again, of the Psalmist’s words (118:22-23), "T he stone which the builders rejected is become the chief corner stone. T his is the Lord’s doing; it is mar velous in our eyes." As the cab continues o n its way, I tune out the driver’s friendlywords and look at the hills that accompany o ne’s descent to the coastal region. It is easy for me to think of Israel as a light unto the nations when I co me fro mJerusalem.

WERNER J. DANNHAUSE R is P rofessor Emeritus of

Government at Cornell University and Visiting Professor of

Political Science at Michigan State University.

Cop yr ight © 1998 b yFIRST T HINGS.

Copyright/Reproduction Limitations

T his data file is the sole propert yof Leadership Universit y. It m aynot be altered or edited in an yway. It m aybe reproduced onl yin its entiret yfor circulation as "freewar e," without charge. All reproductions of this data file m ust contain the cop yright notice (i.e., "Cop yright © 1998 b yFirst T hings ") and this Cop yright/Reproduction Lim itations notice.

T his data file m aynot be used without the perm ission of Leadership Universityfor resale or the enhancem ent of anyother product sold.

FIRST T HINGS

156 F ifth Avenue, Suite 400

New York , NY10010

Phone: (212) 627-1985

Em ail: ft@firstthings.com

W eb: http://www.firstthings.com

Leadership University

3440 Sojourn Drive, Suit 200

Carrollton, T X 75006

Phone: (972) 713-7130

Fax: (972) 713-7670

Em ail: lu@leaderu.com

W eb: http://www.leaderu.com